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NEW SONGS, &c. 
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| MR. MASTERS, MR. DAVIS, MR. PILBROW, 
"Te. 


Cong 8 fil higher each el. 
Round your ſentiment paſs, 
Let good-humour crown the bowl * 
May your favourite ſwim 
On the Joy-circling brim, 
And ambroſia cheer the ſoul . . 
B 2 3 


14 1 


At the jocund ſtrain let us laugh, let us laugh, 
Jove commands us all be gay; 

In his abſence, then, his health we'll quaff, 
With three times three, huz za 


. Brave boys. 
With, Kc. 


BALLAD. 
MRS. III. 
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The filmy-wing'd fly, 'deck'd in colours ſo gay, 
Sail'd proud down the ſtream in its ſilken array; 
To the river ſmart anglers their tackle would bring, 


And the feather'd choir..chaunted the praiſes of Spring; 


The hills and the valleys did Nature adorn, 

When I and my Willy firſt met on the lawn; 
He breath'd love and truth while I fat on his knee, 
And ſure ne'er were couple ſo happy as we- 
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| He courted me many and many a day, 

| Tho” affection repeated was all he could ſay; | 

That we lov'd one another moſt dearly was plain, 
Yet, tho' needleſs, we ſaid ſo again and again. 


He talk'd about wedlock, he'd make me his own, 
And a gold ring he purchas'd at next market town, 


Hands and hearts to unite which were form'd to agree; 
And ſure ne'er will be couple fo happy as we! 


> 


AIR. 


MR. PILBROW. 


Nor more repine in penſive min, 
F ate ſoon ordains relief; 
Gay tranſport ſhall ſucceed to pain, 

And ſportive joy to grief. 5 
| Thoſe orbits, dimm'd by pearly denn, 

| Shall a freſh luſtre borrow, 
Fior white-rob'd Happineſs appears, 
To glad the eye of Sorrow. ; 
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MR. MASTERS. 
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_ Talk of girls! "tis all nonſenſe and fiddle de dee, 
This bright bluſhing bottle's the miſtreſs for me; 
I kiſs her with rapture, my joy ſhe'll ſupply, 


And the clearer I ſee when I wet t' other eye; 3 


Her breath ſweet as nectar, with ſpirit ſhe glows, 
And I long much to taſte her—have at ye—here goes. 
Tel de rol, &c. e [ Drinks. 
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From theſe lips, why, of valour I oft take a ſup, 5 

And knock down each whipſter while keeping it up; | 
With her in my hand I all danger defy, 
And the clearer I ſee when I wet t other eye; 

Her breath ſweet as nectar, with ſpirit ſhe glows, 

And I'Il taſte her again=—ſo have at ye—here goes. 


Tol de rel, . | e I 
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| | I'm half blind, for I n6w ſcarce can wet t' other eye. 5 
What a change in her flavdur] quite taſteleſs ſhe's grown 
Half-ſeas over ſhe's made me—ike her—Pm -_ r 
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Than the gluck of her throat you neꝰ er heard ſweeter ſtrains; 
But how diſmal ſhe looks now I view her remains! 


O'ꝰer the laſt drop a tear gently falls, and I cry, 


Tol de rol, &c. 


BALLAD. © 


MRS. DAVIS, © 


When, ſcarcely half a drumſtick high, ' 
A purblind boy in camp I lay, 2 
The trumpets' clang was my hillaby, 


And I chuckled at the tuneful fifer's play: 
The muſic I heard bold impreſſions made, 
And 1 lik'd i its ſtrains as I older grew; 
5 And now I court each liſtening maid, | 
- With the r little drummer” s rat, tat, tool 
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As each village through our rounds we beat, 
Or in quarters ſnug or barracks lay, 

With the trumpets? clang the girls we treat, 
Or the tuneful fifer's roundelay. 

| No ſturdy clown ſhall our Tights invade, 

1 Hey, damme! ſays I, fir, who are you? 
| So l ſweetly court each liſtening maid 
With the merry little drummer's rat, tat, too 


III. 
When dubb'd drum-maj or, as, I'll be bound, 
Ere long will hap, how I'll roll it away, 


While the trumpets clang ſhall breathe around, 
Or the tuneful fifer's roundelay. 


Drefs'd, powder'd, and ſpruce, I'l mount abi 
While the laſſes languiſh—Kate, or Sue 
For 1 long have pleas'd each liſtening maid 
With the merry little drummer's-raty tat, too! 
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DUET. 


MRS. ILIFF AND MR. DAVIS, 


MRS, ILIFF, 


When morning breezes ſweetly play'd, 


Or whiſtling tempeſts ſounded ſhrilly, 


My conſtant boſom never ftray'd, ; 


Its ev'ry thought was donny Willy. 


MR. DAVIS. 


When ſmall arms rattle, cannons roar, 


When out at ſea, or ſnug on ſhore, 
My ev'ry thought is pretty Alice. 


MRS. IMIFF. 


Our fair to viſit I ne'er fail, 


| Where giddy maidens trip ſo ſilly; 


Fatigu'd, with cyder we regale, 


I kifs the brim to bonny Willy. 
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MR. DAVIS. 


When ſhipmates round the ſparkling bowl, 
| Elated, toaſt their Bets and Salleys, | Pa. © 
True as the needle to the pole, 1 85 


My magnet is my pretty Alice. 


Born. 
Soon we in wedlock will be tied, „ | * 
Our love with Hymen's comfort tallies; | 


The bridegroom you, and I the bride, 
Sure none fo bleſt as Will and Alice. 
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FINALE. 


—— — 2 


MR. PILBROW. | 
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Old England's the burthen, the fans of our lays, 
The land of true Freedom, which merits our praiſe; 

| The: iſle which old Neptune till guards as his own ; 
May its enemies ever link mw mn down | * 
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n MR. MASTERS. 
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That we loyalty boaſt, it no boaſting requires; 

N For when loyalty dies Britiſh freedom expires: 
4 Our Monarch's our Sire, may he long wear the crown, 
+ And his enemies ever fink down, derry down! 
l 
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MRS. ILIFF., 


May commerce encreaſe, plenty cheer Britain's brood ; 5 

May humanity ſave an effuſion of blood: 
On a firm, ſolid baſis Peace Induſtry crown, 

And its enemies ever ſink down, derry down! 


MR. DAVIS. 


Succeſs to the Navy, our bulwark and boaſt 

Our Army, the guardians and pride of our coaſt: 

Manufacturers, artizans, here raiſe your throne, 
| Riſe in traffic, and never fink down, derry down! 


1 


Now a word for our Bard, whoſe ſole aim's an eſſay 
To tickle with ſmiles a few moments away 
To ſee you here pleas'd oft, his wiſhes would crown, 


And his ſpirits would never-ſink down, derry down! 
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MRS. HENLEY. MR. DAVIS, | 


1/t Old Woman. 


On gear! Oh dear! what ſhall we do? 
If this prognoſtic ſhould prove true! 
Alas! I know not where to run, 
We certainly ſhall be undone ! | 


Diſtraftion, 


—— — — 


— 
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Diſtraction, rage, deſpair— 
Let's run away—— 

2d Old Woman. 


But where ? 


| [Thunder, 


1 /½ Old Woman. 


I wonder what can be the matter! 
Hark, hark ! I hear the thunder clatter ! 


It muſt be coming forth with ſpeed. 


Let's go to prayers 


2 Old Woman. 
„„ cann't, indeed. 


1/t Old Woman, 


But, ſee! it's twelve o'clock at night. 
I never was in ſuch a fright 


* 


Both, 


On dear! Oh dear! &. 


AIR. 
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He's a playful, merry Spright, 
Born to give ye all delight; 
Wanton, airy, full of glee, 

Light as Fairy he can be ! 


To produce ye joy and ſport. 


Child of Frolic, haſte away, 
Gain thy Fair without delay, 


AIR. 


_ 
MRS. ILIFF@ 


Form'd by Fancy's pleaſing court, 


AIR. 


MRS. ILIFF. 


And take thy ſword in hand; 


Whatever purpoſe you would gain, 
To thee all oppylition's vain, 


If I but ware my wand. 


FINALE. 
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Our end's obtain'd; 


Night, 


* 
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Ye eve 
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| Spa kind of us 
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